
A Child of Iron and Wine 

 

run child of loneliness, 

run to the cave, 

 

botched and delirious 

the wings from an obnoxious owl 

a cigar box of past secrets 

hand-held the cable is out 

8 plus 6 equals 

a blank abstract canvas, 

broken 

chipped 

crippled and deformed 

teeth and souls, 

drink from the water past midnight 

hang from the raptors 

and troposphere 

this Wednesday 

and drink iron infused 

feeble wine, 

grey tinted rancid 

wino hands extended 

molesting bourgeoisie classes 

cardboard never attended and 

reddened skin exfoliated 

with a sharpened blade 

acquired 

in East St. Louis, 

 

sleep child of loneliness, 

sleep in the cave. 
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